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TAKE  AWAY  THE  CANDLE 


by 

Melanie  Susan  Dale 

The  bald  head  on  the  white  pillow 
gleamed  yellow  in  the  candlelight.  He  was 
an  old  man,  his  lined  face  still  handsome, 
and  he  was  expecting  to  die.  A tense 
eyelid  flickered,  a blue  eye  sought  Vera, 
standing  at  the  bedside  looking  fondly 
down  at  the  once-famous  face.  In  his  time, 
masterful  lover  and  conqueror  of  a hundred 
screen  ladies;  now  he  was  domed  head, 
ravaged  features,  corpulent  body  and 
strained  breathing. 

Summoning  all  his  concentration,  his 
husky  voice  murmured:  ’’take  away  the 
candle,  Vera,  and  spare  my  blushes.” 

Vera’s  fine-veined  hand  lifted  the 
heavy  branched  candlestick  from  the 
bedside  table.  Sometimes  she  wondered 
about  his  aversion  to  electricity;  all 
bulbs  had  been  removed  from  the  mansion’s 
fifty  rooms.  The  only  current  ran  to 
screens  and  film  projectors  hidden  in  the 
wainscotting.  The  massive  house  rose, 
penumbral  and  silent,  above  the  overgrown 
gardens  of  a hilltop  estate  that 
overlooked  the  neon-bright,  bustling  city 
below.  One  of  Vera’s  duties  was  to 
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continually  replenish  the  mansion’s  supply 
of  wax  candles. 

r 

When  she’d  replied  to  his 
advertisement  for  a private  secretary  she 
hadn’t  known  what  type  of  person  he 
wanted,  not  even  male  or  female,  but  she’d 
felt  instinctively  from  the  wording  that 
she  could  accommodate  his  needs.  So  she’d 
come  confidently  to  the  now  empty  mansion 
which  he  had  shared  the  past  thirty  years 
with  a succession  of  call-girl  mistresses. 
He  told  her  he  wished  an  end  to 
unsatisfactory  relationships;  now  he 
wanted  a person  he  could  trust,  one  to 
whom  he  could  dictate  memoirs  candidly, 
the  world  could  read  them  after  his  death. 
She  would  be  responsible  for  their 
publication.  She’d  recognized  his  need  and 
knew  her  first  instinct  was  right:  over 
the  past  ten  years  she  had  responded 
willingly,  affectionately.  The  book  was 
complete,  its  release  awaited  only  his 
death.  She  had  done  everything  else  he  had 
wanted,  and  in  her  submission  she  had 
found  happiness.  She  was  not  like 
contemporary  women. 

She  assumed  that  the  candlelight 
consoled  him  for  the  loss  of  his 
celebrated  good  looks.  He  no  longer  wanted 
to  see  his  once  handsome  features.  Twenty 
years  before  he  had  withdrawn  from  the 
studio,  now  he  was  withdrawing  even  from 
his  own  gaze. 

She  had  grown  accustomed  to  the 
mansion’s  perpetual  gloom  - its  drawn 
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velvet  drapes,  its  dark  wool  carpets,  its 
heavy  antique  furnishings. 

She  liked  his  taste  and  for  ten  years 
enjoyed  his  unpredictable  moods,  sensing 
in  them  a male  logic  of  which  she  was  not 
part.  They  lived  alone  except  for  an 
immigrant  Vietnamese  woman  who  came  twice 
a week  to  push  a carpet  sweeper  over  the 
priceless  rugs. 

Vera  still  found  him  attractive,  and 
his  increasing  fragility  brought  from  her 
some  depth  of  compassion  that  had  never 
been  sounded  before;  their  ten  years 
together  had  passed  swiftly.  She’s  been 
eighteen  and  poor  when  they’d  met,  now  she 
was  mature  and  wealthy  from  his 
generosity . 

Although  his  memoirs  were  finished  he 
still  wrote,  keeping  a secret  journal  in  a 
large,  leather-bound  ledgers.  He  still 
corresponded  with  fans  who  contacted  him, 
dictating  to  her  and  awaiting  her 
transcription  in  the  old-fashioned  way  of 
twenty  years  ago.  He  still  ritually 
watched  the  ninety-five  movies  in  which  he 
had  starred,  a different  one  each  evening, 
with  Vera  beside  him.  Sometimes  he  gently 
held  her  hand,  as  though  they  were  furtive 
adolescents  in  the  back  row  of  some  long- 
demolished  cinema.  She  enjoyed  sharing  his 
secret  life. 

’’Help  me.”  The  eyelids  flickered 
upwards,  the  pale  blue  eyes  seeking  her  in 
the  soft  gloom. 
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"You  know  what  to  do.  We  have 
agreed?" 

Vera  nodded. 

She  carried  the  candlestick  to  the 
far  end  of  the  long  room,  'Where  the  light 
cast  only  a subdued  radiance,  and 
returned. 

"Now  you  should  begin." 

"In  the  dark?" 

His  chest  heaved  with  a deep  tremor. 
He  was  showing  the  visible  resolution  he’s 
shown  on  screen  to  amorous  rivals  and 
criminal  malefactors. 

"For  this  scene  my  face  should  be  in 
shadow.  But  my  body  should  glow." 

"I  understand." 

Gently  she  drew  back  the  covers 
concealing  the  heavy  body.  Her  firm  strong 
fingers  pulled  down  the  sheets  to  reveal 
the  soft  white  silk  of  his  embroidered 
nightdress.  She’d  helped  him  select  it 
from  an  exclusive  boutique  on  a trip  to 
Paris;  he’d  learned  to  trust  her  judgment. 

Carefully  she  raised  the  soft 
clinging  garment  over  his  shoulders  and 
head.  He  lay  inert,  but  she  showed 
surprising  strength  in  raising  him  into 
her  arms  and  then  lowering  him  back  onto 
the  white  staring  sheets. 
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Looking  at  the  pale  white  flesh  she 
reminded  herself  that  those  shoulders  and 
that  torso,  in  their  youth,  had  moved 
across  a million  screens,  around  the  world 
in  checkered  cowboy  shirt  or  loose 
swashbuckling  blouse,  this  body  had 
thwarted  villains  and  attracted  heroines. 
She  ran  her  hand  tenderly  along  the  soft 
flesh  of  his  neck,  she  loved  the  man, 
despite  his  age,  despite  his 
eccentricities  - or  perhaps  because  of 
them. 


Were  their  years  of  living  together 
coming  to  an  end?  He  had  paid  generously 
into  her  account  - in  gratitude,  he  said, 
for  her  continuing  understanding.  She 
would  have  no  further  concerns  about 
money.  But  an  end  was  so  - final.  An  end 
to  meeting  old  studio  friends,  like  him 
forgotten  in  the  public  mind,  an  end  to 
sitting  beside  him  on  radio  talk  show  (he 
abhorred  television) , an  end  to  visiting 
remote  campuses  where  new  generations  were 
discovering  his  old  heroic  exploits.  She 
enjoyed  the  brief  glare  of  fame  that 
accompanying  him  had  bestowed  on  her.  But 
whenever  they’d  been  away  from  home  more 
than  a few  weeks,  leaving  the  Vietnamese 
woman  in  charge,  he’d  grown  increasingly 
restless  so  that  their  trips  had  become 
fewer  and  shorter.  He  had  visibly  yearned, 
especially  these  last  nine  months,  for  the 
freedom  to  be  always  his  other  self. 

She  understood  perfectly.  Through  all 
their  years  together  she’d  helped  him  in 
his  dressing,  re-channeling  the  sartorial 
instinct  that  had  made  him  the  best- 
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dressed  man  in  Hollywood  into  a most 
elegantly  attired,  if  elderly,  woman. 
They'd  gone  out  together,  two  women'  in 
intimate  harmony,  visiting  exclusive 
boutiques  and  expensive  department  stores, 
needing  to  buy  very  little  but  felling 
exquisitely  free  to  select  from  the 
products  of  the  world.  They^  had  travelled 
together,  two  elegant  women,  in  European 
countries,  staying  in  small  hotels  and 
rented  apartments.  The  late  articulation 
of  his  long-repressed  femininity  had  burst 
into  being,  like  a captive  bird  that  had 
fluttered  inside  the  famous  flesh  of  his 
body  until  finally,  in  the  last  years  of 
his  life,  breaking  free.  His  femininity 
deepened  his  emotions  and  increased  her 
affection  for  him. 

Now  the  strength  of  her  body  gave  him 
strength.  Pulling  his  elbows  in  close,  he 
raised  himself  onto  the  bed. 

She  drew  him  higher,  helping  him  to 
step  out  of  the  huge  antique  bed  they’d 
shared  most  of  their  years  together.  Now 
it  was  his  alone.  At  his  insistence,  she 
had  left,  to  sleep  in  an  adjoining  room. 
She’d  go  there  tonight,  after  she’d  helped 
to  do  what  they  had  rehearsed  so  often 
together.  Consummate  actor,  he  had  drilled 
her  in  every  detail  of  what  she  must  do 
when  he  knew  he  was  dying. 

Leaning  on  her  he  stepped  towards  the 
full-length  mirror  near  the  candle  at  the 
far  end  of  the  room.  Together  they  had 
dressed  before  it  in  happier  days.  As  they 
moved  the  candlelight  cast  grotesque 
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shadows  that  flickered  over  the  silent, 
high-ceilinged  room. 

Vera  thought:  is  this  really  his  last 
performance,  his  final  shadow-play?  Has 
his  audience  dwindled  to  just  me? 

She  felt  privileged,  and  defeated. 

She  drew  a strapless  lace  bra, 
fashionable  in  the  late  nineteen-fifties, 
from  the  colonial  oak  dressing  table. 
Deftly  she  placed  it  around  his  heaving 
chest,  delighting  in  his  sigh  of 
satisfaction. 

"Gloria  Raynham  wore  one  just  like 
this  when  we  made  The  Desperate  Lovers. 

Vera  hooked  the  matching  garter  belt 
around  his  waist  and,  when  he  settled  into 
a low  chair  before  the  mirror,  drew  a long 
sheer  taupe  stocking  over  his  left  leg  and 
fastened  the  textured  nylon  to  the  white 
lace  suspender.  His  hand  caressed  her  neck 
and  then  his  stockinged  thigh,  as  she 
smoothed  the  fine  vintage  nylon  over  his 
right  leg. 

"Gloria  looked  lovely  in  a garter 
belt  but  she  never  showed  that  way  on 
screen.  Wasn't  allowed  in  those  days." 

He  winked:  "only  her  friends  saw  her 

as  she  really  was." 

The  famous  husky  voice  vibrated  with 
emotion. 
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Vera  took  an  ivory  satin  slip  and 
lace  panties  from  a dark  drawer.  Eagerly 
he  raised  himself  from  the  chair  and 
pulled  the  glistening  panties  over  his 
legs.  Then,  as  he  stood  before  the  mirror, 
Vera  put  the  slip  over  his  head  and 
shoulders,  smoothing  the  rich  fabric  over 
his  bra  so  that  the  full  lace  bodice 
molded  his  figure  to  perfection. 

He  grew  stronger,  breathing  deeply, 
his  bra  moved. 

Vera  went  to  a corner  closet  and 
returned  with  a white  silk  tea-gown.  It 
had  full  flowing  sleeves  and  a delicate 
tracery  of  beads  around  the  waist.  Quickly 
she  drew  the  garment  over  his  head  and 
over  his  white  satin  slip.  She  hooked  the 
silk  dress  at  the  nape  of  the  neck  and 

stooped  to  fasten  the  tiny  hooks  at  his 

wrists . 

Now  his  heavy  breathing  filled  the 
intense  dark  of  the  room.  He  was  lost  in  a 
dream  that  only  he  could  see. 

From  the  closet  Vera  brought  a 

shoulder-length  wig.  She  led  him  to  a gilt 
chair  facing  the  bedroom’s  blank  white 
wall.  When  he  had  sat  down,  she  covered 

the  golden  dome  of  his  head  with  the 
lovely  flow  of  dark  feminine  hair.  His 
face  was  old,  but  the  hair  was  young,  and 
his  eyes  glowed  with  the  fierce 
satisfaction  of  final  achievement. 

She  slipped  a pair  of  white  satin 
heels  upon  his  feet  and  then  stood  back  to 
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survey  the  young/old  person  sitting  with 
such  unquenchable  joy  facing  the  blank 
wall . 


She  bent  over  and  kissed  him 
longingly  in  the  brow. 

He  closed  his  eyes  and  reached  to 
touch  her  hand. 

She  turned  to  press  a button  hidden 
in  the  wainscotting . A screen  slid  down 
and  automatically  a film  projector  purred 
from  an  alcove  behind  their  bed. 

The  man  settled  more  comfortably  into 
his  chair,  crossing  one  nyloned  leg  over 
the  other. 

And  on  the  screen,  amid  a fanfare  of 
trumpets,  appeared  the  old  titling  an 
familiar  images  of  The  Desperate  Lovers. 
When  the  trumpets  faded,  mellow  violins 
introduced  the  young  star,  in  tight 
breeches  and  open-necked  shirt,  sword  at 
his  side,  hastening  across  a studio 
interior  landscape  to  an  impossibly 
impregnable  castle  high  on  a remote  hill. 

Vera  had  seen  the  film  many  times 
with  him  holding  her  hand,  and  afterwards 
he  had  held  her  with  youthful  passion  in 
their  deep  white  bed.  The  Desperate  Lovers 
had  been  his  most  popular  success,  more 
than  fifty  years  ago. 
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As  he  watched  it  now,  alone,  she  saw 
how  he  uncrossed  and  re-crossed  his  nylon- 
clad  legs. 

Entering  the  castle,  the  young  hero 
strode  through  menacing  archways  and 
gothic  corridors  to  a tall  room  with  a 
narrow  barred  window.  There  a young 
princess  awaited  him,  yearning  for  the 
release  that  he  would  bring.  Flinging  wide 
an  oak  door,  he  burst  into  her  room  - a 
bedroom  similar  to  the  one  in  which  they 
now  were  - and  there  in  front  of  him,  her 
large  eyes  wide  with  wonder  and  welcome, 
stood  Gloria  Raynham,  shoulder-length  hair 
falling  on  a white  silk  tea-gown  with 
flowing  sleeves  and  a tracery  of  beads 
around  the  waist. 

The  old  man  stared  at  the  screen 
entranced.  His  right  hand  rose  to  caress 
his  silk-clad  shoulder  and  then  moved 
slowly  downwards  to  cup  the  rounded 
outline  of  the  bra  over  his  quickly 
beating  heart. 

Vera  knew  he  had  fallen  in  love  with 
Gloria  when  they  were  making  The  Desperate 
Lovers.  Their  performances  still  sparkled 
with  the  strength  of  that  youthful  affair, 
their  natural  ardor  caught  forever  in  the 
mysterious  chemistry  of  acetate  and  flesh. 

She  left  him,  closing  the  bedroom 
door  behind  her.  She  had  played  this  scene 
with  him  before.  She  knew  his  moods  and 
how  important  ritual  was  to  him  as  he 
tried  to  grasp  at  meaning  in  the  long 
loneliness  of  his  last  years.  He  needed 
her  to  leave,  he  wanted  to  be  alone. 
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He  saw  the  film  each  time  as  though 
it  were  the  last  time.  Perhaps  he  truly 
believed  that  he  would  die  watching  it. 
Perhaps  that  was  what  he  most  desired. 
Perhaps  he  would  die  tonight. 

Last  time  he  had  fallen  on  his  face 
to  the  floor,  the  heart  attack-  had  been 
severe.  He  had  called  out,  ’’Gloria  - Vera 
- help  me ! ” 

She  had  administered  the  approved 
pain-killer . 

Later  that  night  he  had  struggled 
from  their  bed,  padded  to  the  oak  desk  and 
unlocked  his  private  drawer.  When  she  had 
tried  to  bring  him  back  to  bed,  he’d 
resisted.  Through  the  night  he  remained  at 
the  desk  pouring  over  a sheaf  of  yellowed 
newsclippings:  GLORIA  RAYNHAM  KILLED  IN 

AUTO  CRASH.  LEADING  MAN  HELD  ON  DRUNK 
DRIVING  CHARGE. 

In  her  own  room,  Vera  lit  several 
candles  on  her  dressing  table.  Then  she 
drew  the  drapes  to  blot  out  the  neon  city 
below.  Like  him,  she  was  not  interested  in 
the  world  out  there. 

For  ten  years  her  life  had  been  his. 
She’s  tried  to  comfort  a man  broken  by 
loneliness  and  guilt.  Women  before  her  had 
tried  and  failed.  After  Gloria’s  death, 
friends  had  assisted  in  the  legal  cover- 
up.  His  career  had  continued.  But  some 
vital  light  was  gone.  His  youth  ended  in 
one  night.  The  critics  noticed  - the 
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studio  knew.  But  his  fans  still  wanted  him 

- glorious  lover,  preposterous  adventurer 

- until  he  was  too  old,  too  rich,  and  too 
emotionally  alone  to  make  another  movie. 

So  Vera  had  come  into  his  house  - and 
they  had  become  a couple. 

Standing  before  the  dressing  table 
mirror  she  brushed  her  long  hair  in  the 
yellow  candlelight. 

She  was  secure  - materially,  and  in 
the  knowledge  of  her  love . He  had  not 
taken  her  youth,  she  had  given  it  to  him. 

Slowly,  she  unhooked  the  neck  of  her 
white  silk  tea-gown,  unfastened  the 
wrists,  and  slid  her  arms  from  the  long 
luxurious  sleeves.  Her  ivory  satin  slip 
glittered  enticingly  in  the  subdued  light. 
How  often  he  had  come  upon  her  when  she 
had  undressed.  Slowly  she  drew  the  slip 
over  her  head,  revealing  a vintage  lace 
bra  and  close-fitting  satin  panties. 
Staring  at  her  mirror  image,  she  slowly 
unhooked  her  sheer  stockings  and  gentled 
them  down  over  her  long,  smooth  legs.  He 
had  always  admired  the  smoothness  of  her 
legs,  and  she  had  basked  in  his 

admiration.  She  smiled  at  the 
recollection.  Then  she  unfastened  her 
garter-belt,  pulling  it  away  from  her 
body,  and  paused,  looking  hard  in  the 
mirror,  before  slowly  drawing  down  the 
embroidered  ivory  satin  panties  to  let  her 
long  white  penis  fall  free.* 


15 


CONTEMPORARY 
TV  FICTION 


‘CANT  CUT  IT 


A SANDY  TMOWAJB  PUBUCATK* 


NEW 

SELECTIONS  EVERY 
DAY  FROM  ALL  OVER 
THE  WORLD. 

WE  SPECIALIZE  IN 
ENGLISH  TV  BOOKS! 


Send  for  free 
brochure  of  current 
titles. 

Send  order  to: 
MAGS  INC. 

5th  & MainBookstore 
464  V2  S.  Main  Street 
Los  Angeles,  CA 
90013 

Largest  selection 
in  the  west. 


CONTEMPORARY 
TV  FICTION 

MAGAZINE 


Volume  2 

“SCHOOLING  IN 
SKIRTS” 

"Danny  didn't  know  what  Halloween 
costume  to  wear.  Hw  atstar  had  an  idea. 


SANDY  THOMAS  PUBLICATIONS 


V 


PLEASE  SEND  THE  FOLLOWING: 

[ ] SCHOOLING  IN  SKIRTS 
[ } CAN’T  CUT  IT 
[ ] SKIRTING  THE  ISSUE 
[ ] JUST  LIKE  A WOMAN 
[ ] LIKE  MOTHER,  LIKE  SON 
[ ] ROOM  FOR  A CHANGE 
[ ] SUBSTITUTE  DAUGHTER 
[ ] PAT  GOES  COED 
[ ] CHEERLEADER  MASCOT 
[ ] MISS-ING  PASSPORT 
[ ] MODEL  HUSBAND 
First  class  mail  shipping- 1.00  per  book,  (3.00  maximum) 

Total  ortier  -AMOUNT  ENCLOSED 

Make  checks  payable  to:  MAGS  INC 


7.00 

NEW 

7.00 

NEW 

7.00 

NEW 

7.00 

7.00 

7.00 

7.00 

7.00 

7.00 

7.00 

7.00 

464  1/2  S.  Main  Street,  Los  Angeles,  CA  90013 


Mailing  Name_ 
Address 


City_ 


State 


I am  over  21  years  old.  Sign. 


.Zip. 


By 


Jenny 

PROLOGUE:  Uleria,  the  Wicked  Witch  of  the 

North  to  her  friends  and  much  worse  to 
most  others , stared  at  the  hologram  of 
Prince  Raynor  and  muttered,  ” So  I am  not 
good  enough  to  come  to  your  wedding!  Well 
for  that  you’ll  suffer.”  She  started 
gathering  a variety  of  objects  and 
substances  from  the  shelves  and  began 
setting  them  up  around  the  Pentagram  in 
the  center  of  the  floor.  From  a file 
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cabinet  full  of  plastic  envelopes,  she 
took  one  labeled  "Prince  Raynor"  and  one 
tagged  with  Princess  Glorietta's  name. 
They  contained  such  things  as  hair 
clippings,  dead  skin,  finger  nail 
clippings,  even  used  band-aids.  " Lucky  I 
thought  ahead  and  had  these  ready,  " she 
grumbled.  "I  will  be  ready  by  midnight." 

Some  days  later  the  invitation  showed 
up  under  a table  where  it  had  been  blown 
by  a stray  breeze  when  the  door  had  been 
opened.  She  shrugged,  "Too  late  now." 


Prince  Raynor  woke  slowly.  He  had 
slept  very  heavily  all  night  and  was  still 
a bit  groggy.  As  he  came  up  through  the 
layers  of  sleep  he  started  thinking  about 
the  events,  fate  if  you  will,  which  had 
taken  place  over  the  last  few  weeks  and 
which  would  be  instrumental  in  the  events 
to  take  place  in  the  next  few.  His  parents 
had  died  suddenly  in  an  airplane  crash  on 
their  return  from  arranging  a marriage  for 
him  with  his  distant  cousin  Glorietta. 
They  wanted  to  assure  an  heir  to  the 
throne  and  he  had  showed  no  sign  of 

committing  himself.  So . Glorietta  had 

arrived  last  night  but  he  had  not  seen 
her . The  first  meeting  would  have  to  be 
formal . 

As  slowly  as  his  thinking  was  coming 
together,  so  was  his  awareness  of  body 
feelings  - heat,  moisture,  position, 
vision,  etc.  were  becoming  more  real  as  he 
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lay  there  staring  at  the  green  satin 
curtains  of  his  canopy  bed.  Curtai'ns!? 
Canopy!?  He  had  no  canopy  on  his  bed  and 
the  only  one  with  green  satin  curtains  was 
in  Glorietta’s  room.  Surprised,  he  started 
to  roll  over  from  his  back  some  part  of 
his  body,  his  right  breast,  stopped  him. 
But  he  didn’t  have  breasts!  What  was  going 
on?  He  struggled  to  his  feet  and  ran  over 
to  the  full  length  mirror  by  the  dressing 
table.  Staring  back  at  him  was  a petite 
redhead  showing  surprise  and 

consternation.  In  her  pale  green  full 
circle,  pleated  babydoll  and  lacy  panties 
it  was  obvious  she  was  a girl  and  all 
girl.  The  rosebud  mouth  mad  an  ’0’  of 
surprise.  Weakly  he  sat  on  the  vanity 
bench  and  stared  at  himself  (herself?)  in 
that  mirror. 

Once  he  was  awake , Prince  Raynor  had 
always  been  a quick  thinker  and  soon  came 
to  some  realization  that  he  somehow  had 
been  changed  into  this  GIRL,  CREATURE, 
whatever . 

Then  Glorietta  woke  up  and  ’screamed’ 
in  his  mind.  Soothing  her  down  he  thought 
over  what  he  knew  of  Glorietta,  weak  and 
frail  and  colorless,  she  was  said  to  be 
rather  sickly  and  of  indifferent 
character.  ’’Well,  thank  you  very  much!” 
she  said  indignantly  in  his  mind.  The 
creature  they  both  stared  at  in  the  mirror 
was  nothing  like  that.  Bright  red  hair 
fell  way  below  her  shoulders  in  a tousled 
riot.  Even  with  no  makeup,  her  face,  eyes, 
mouth  were  expressive,  the  eyes  bright  and 
sparkling.  He  knew  she  was  a foot  shorter 
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than  his  six-two  and  felt  more  sorrow  at 
losing  that  impressive  height  than  at 
becoming  a girl.  Again  there  was  an 
indignant  and  naughty  reference  as  to  what 
he  could  do  with  his  giantness.  This 
Glorietta  had  a true  hourglass  figure  and 
’ D ’ size  boobs.  Easily  seen  through  the 
transparent  material.  And  the  nipples  were 
sticking  out  like  a basketball  player’s 
thumbs.  This  brought  another  mental  jab 
that  her  nipples  were  probably  bigger  than 
his  penis. 

Which  made  them  both  start  wondering 
about  Prince  Raynor’s  body.  Was  there 
someone  running  it  and  if  so,  who?  In 
fact,  what  was  this  all  about?  Neither  one 
could  come  to  grips  with  that  so  they  got 
off  it  and  suddenly  Raynor  realized  he/she 
had  to  pee . He  dashed  into  the  bath  and 
groped  futilely  for  something  to  aim  at 
the  toilet.  ’’She”  giggled.,  madly . Shaken  by 
the  thought  that  he  would  have  to  sit  or 
squat  the*  rest  of  his  life  or  at  least  as 
long  as  he  was  in  this  body,  he  turned  and 
sat  and  peed  in  his  bikini  panties.  More 
mad  giggling! 

Very  much  sooner  than  can  be 
imagined,  they  were  meshing  and  becoming 
one.  One  ’new’  Glorietta,  the  logic  and 
originations  of  Raynor  and  the  emotions 
and  attitudes  and  awareness  of  Glorietta. 
He  soon  lost  all  but  the  feminine 

viewpoint  and  she  took  full  advantage  of 
his  brilliant  thinking  on  things  that 
could  not  be  solved  by  intuition.  But  even 
at  his  most  cold-blooded  logical,  it  came 
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out  neatly  twisted  in  the  female  manner. 
And  the  ’new’  Glorietta  was  born. 

Neither  of  them  wanted  to  sit  around 
blushing  in  wet  panties,  so  after 
stripping,  she,  the  new  Glorietta,  first 
soaked  in  the  bubble  bath  'and  then  rounded 
off  in  the  Jacuzzi.  Having  ’accidently’ 
dropped  the  babydoll  and  panties  in  the 
bubblebath  to  hide  the  signs  of 

carelessness . 

While  she  was  still  in  the  Jacuzzi, 
the  door  opened  and  a pretty  face  with  a 
maid’s  cap  looked  in.  "Oh,  there  you  are, 
your  Highness.  I am  Sally.  Since  you 
didn’t  bring  your  own  maid,  I am  to  help 
you.  " 


"I  don’t  need  any  help  in  here, 
Sally.  But  you  might  get  my  things  out  and 
make  sure  there  are  no  wrinkles  or  spots. 
Mildred  is  usually  very  careful  with  the 
packing  but  I would  hate  to  meet  the 
Prince  with  a spot  on  my  clothes  or  a 
wrinkle  in  the  wrong  place." 

"Oh,  he  wouldn’t  mind,  Milady.  He  is 
really  a very  nice  man."  The  head 
withdrew. 

Glorietta  was  glad  that  the  servants 
thought  well  of  Raynor,  but  then  came  the 
realization  that  the  actual  face  meeting 
with  whoever  and  whatever  Raynor  had 
become  was  yet  to  happen.  She  was  very 
quiet . 

After  dressing  in  garter  belt, 
panties  and  hose,  she  sat  at  the  dressing 
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table  and  had  buttered  toast  and  coffee 
and  half  a grapefruit  while  Sally  brushed 
out  her  long  hair.  After  tasteful  makeup, 
Sally  zipped  her  into  a green  satin 
bustier  dress  with  short  full  skirt  and 
buckled  a pair  of  four-inch  strap  sandals 
on  her  feet.  She  was  just  in  time  to  meet 
Raynor  in  the  library. 

She  was  only  a little  surprised  that 
Raynor  was  not  there.  Instead,  moments 
after  she  arrived,  Raynor’s  aide  dashed  in 
and  informed  her  that  Raynor’s  body  had 
just  been  found.  He  had  apparently  died  in 
the  night.  Glorietta  turned  white  and 
trembled  for  a few  moments.  Not  from  the 
horror  of  Raynor’s  death  as  the  others 
thought  but  from  the  realization  that 
Glorietta/Raynor  was  forever  stuck  in  this 
female  body. 

There  was  general  panic  throughout 
the  household  but  more  and  more  the  others 
turned  to  Glorietta  to  tell  them  what  to 
do.  As  uhough  it  were  her  natural  place, 
she  ordered  each  to  their  regular  work  or 
to  informing  the  media  and  the  country, 
arranging  the  funeral,  etc.  Lastly, 
’’inform  his  cousin,  Armand.  He  is  now  the 
heir  to  the  throne  and  must  come  and  take 
over . ” 


By  the  time  Armand  arrived  a few  days 
later,  everything  was  going  smoothly.  The 
funeral  would  be  the  next  day  and  then  the 
ceremonies  for  a new  king  would  start. 
Raynor’s  spirit  was  in  complete  ascendancy 
over  Glorietta  but  so  was  the  spirit  of 
femininity.  Armand  was  a well  built  macho 
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five-eleven.  Tall,  dark  and  handsome  and 
impacted  on  Glorietta  with  almost  as  - much 
force  as  she  impacted  on  him.  They  stared 
at  each  other  for  many  seconds  feeling 
that  their  breath  had  been  knocked  out  of 
them.  Armand  was  fascinated  with  this 
beautiful,  vibrant  woman  in  front  of  him 
but  Glorietta  was  in  a much  greater 
dilemma.  How  as  Raynor,  could  he  have 
these  type  of  feelings  for  another  man  and 
how  could  he  not  admire  the  fascinating 
man  that  stood  there  so  proudly  in  front 
of  Glorietta?  The  Glorietta  part  told 
herself  that  this  was  what  she  had  been 
destined  for. 

Glorietta  was  tastefully  dressed  all 
in  black  as  the  proper  mourning  for  her 
fiancee  who  would  now  never  be  her 
husband.  Both  were  thinking  how  lucky  it 
was  that  she  would  not  have  to  be  in 
mourning  as  a wife.C 
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ELIZA  MATTHEWS 


by 

Joanne  Wilson 

There  are  stories  everywhere.  People 
are  stories  when  you  prick  them  deeply 
enough;  incidents  are  always  stories. 
Otherwise  the  newspapers  wouldn’t  survive. 
When  I was  young  and  thought  I wanted  to 
write  I didn’t  recognise  the  stories.  I 
was  always  looking  for  drama  or  pathos  or 
coincidence  and  I didn’t  feel  the  stories 
all  around  me.  As  I got  older  I saw  the 
stories , even  the  ones  I had  missed.  Then, 
because  I had  never  taken  any  notes  I had 
to  rely  on  my  memory  and  embellish.  Some 
of  them  came  to  life,  others  failed 
miserably.  Some  stories  were  remarkable; 
some  were  plain.  A remarkable  story  is  the 
one  of  Eliza  Matthews. 

I was  in  England  for  the  first  time. 
It  had  been  very  exciting  just  being  asked 
to  go.  I was  acting  as  journalist  for  a 
television  program  on  ’’lost”  Australian 
art  treasures.  Lost  to  Australia,  that  is. 
Art  works  which  originated  in  Australia 
but  had  found  their  way  back  to  the  old 
country;  by  sale  or  by  theft  or  simply 
because  the  owner  migrated  or  had  returned 
home.  I wasn’t  as  much  interested  in  the 
job  as  I was  in  my  first  journey  abroad.  A 
Qantas  Boeing  7 07  had  taken  us  half  way 
across  the  world  via  Singapore,  Kuala 
Lumpur,  Delhi,  Tehran  and  Vienna.  It  was  a 
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very  exciting  thing.  New  sights,  new 
smells,  new  sounds.  I was  already  thirty- 
four  and  had  begun  to  despair  that  I would 
never  get  out  of  Australia. 

We  had  worked  in  and  around  London 

for  a couple  of  weeks  and  then  I stayed 

back  to  complete  my  script  notes  while  the 
remainder  of  the  crew  went  north  to 
Birmingham.  Two  days  after  they  left  I set 
off  to  join  them.  I travelled  by  train, 

first  class,  on  a Saturday  afternoon.  From 
the  relatively  few  people  at  the  platform 
I surmised  it  would  not  be  a crowded 
journey.  I found  my  reserved  seat  in  the 
right  compartment.  There  were  a woman  and 
a young  girl  already  seated.  The  woman  had 
a window  seat  and  I,  the  aisle  seat 
directly  opposite.  I placed  my  small 
suitcase  on  the  shelf  above  the  seats, 

took  off  my  jacket  and  sat  down,  nodding 
to  the  woman  as  I did.  She  smiled  back  and 
it  was  friendly  outgoing  smile.  I opened 
my  magazine  and  read  for  a while  until  the 
train  left.  No  one  else  joined  us  in  the 
compartment.  The  girl,  I noticed  was 
reading  ’’Black  Beauty”  and  had  not  looked 
up  from  the  book  since  I sat  down.  At 
least,  I hadn’t  noticed  if  she  had.  From 
time  to  time  I flicked  my  eyes  toward  the 
woman  as  people  do  when  they  are  thrown 
together  in  close  confines.  She  appeared 
about  forty,  perhaps  a little  less.  She 
had  strong  but  not  unattractive  features 
and  wore  make-up  which  might  have  been 
more  suited  to  a younger  woman  but  was  not 
out  of  place.  She  wore  a pale  blue  skirt 
and  jacket  with  a white  ruffled  blouse 
beneath.  She  wore  white  high  heeled  shoes 
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and  had  good  legs.  I always  notice  such 
things.  Her  hair  was  blond,  just  beginning 
to  show  streaks  of  grey  around  the  temples 
and  over  her  ears.  She  had  a high 

forehead,  large  eyes,  a thin  almost 
aquiline  nose  and  a firm  jaw.  She  was 
reading  The  Times.  The  girl  alongside  her, 
whom  I assumed  was  her  daughter,  was  about 
fifteen  and  pretty  with  her  mother’s  hair 
and  nose  but  softer  features.  She  wore  a 
very  pale  pink  dress  with  short  sleeves 
and  a wide  skirt  which  lay  about  her 
thighs  in  profusion.  She  too  was  made-up, 
but  less  extravagantly  than  her  mother. 
They  looked  like  class,  I thought.  The 
clothes  seemed  well-made  and  expensive  and 
the  woman’s  bearing  was,  well,  classy. 

We  had  only  been  traveling  a few 
minutes  when  she  spoke  to  me. 

’’Are  you  going  all  the  way?” 

I looked  up  from  my  magazine  and 
smiled  my  most  charming  smile.  Her  voice, 
I noticed  was  husky  and  reminded  me  of 
Joan  Greenwood,  the  British  actress. 

”To  Birmingham?  Yes,  I am.” 

’’You’re  not  British,  are  you?”  she 
asked,  but  where  others  have  asked  the 
same  question  disdainfully,  her  question 
was  simply  inquisitive. 

”No , I’m  Australian.  I’m  a 

journalist.  This  is  my  first  time  in 
England. ” 
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"Oh!  Are  you  enjoying  it  here?" 

I put  down  my  magazine.  It  seemed  we 
were  to  converse. 

"Yes,  very  much.  Actually  this  is  my 
first  time  away  from  Australia.  I’m 
finding  it  very  exciting." 

"I’m  Eliza  Matthews.  This  is  my 
daughter,  Ann." 

Ann  looked  up  from  "Black  Beauty"  for 
a moment  and  smiled  a surprisingly  candid 
smile  and  mouthed  a ’hello’  so  softly  it 
was  barely  a word  at  all. 

I introduced  myself  and  we  talked  for 
a while  of  the  purpose  of  my  visit  to 
England  and  Eliza  Matthews  spoke  with  some 
minor  knowledge  of  art  pieces  generally. 
Despite  the  back  and  forth  nature  of  our 
conversation  I noticed  that  she  managed  to 
tell  me  almost  nothing  of  herself.  I also 
noticed  that  when  she  smiled  at  me,  which 
was  often,  it  was  as  though  she  was  also 
secluding  some  private  joke.  It  was,  if  I 
can  describe  it  as  such,  a cheeky 
enigmatic  smile. 

Twenty  minutes  into  the  two  hour 
journey,  Ann  spoke  to  her  mother. 

"Mummy,  may  I go  to  the  refreshment 
car  and  get  a Coke?" 

"Yes,  darling,  of  course."  She  sought 
around  in  her  handbag  and  found  a few 
coins  and  passed  them  to  the  girl  who 
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stood  up  and  excused  herself  as  she 
squeezed  past  my  legs,  once  again  flashing 
her  dazzling  smile. 

’’Wait,  darling,”  Eliza  Matthews  said, 
and  then  addressing  me,  ’’would  you  like 
something?” 

”Yes , actually,  I would.  Thank  you, 
Ann,  could  you  get  me  a lemon  juice  or 
something  like  it.  In  a bottle  will  be 
fine.”  I gave  her  some  money  and  she  set 
off. 

’’Lovely  girl,”  I commented. 

’’Thank  you.  I think  so  too,  but 
mothers  are  always  biased  aren’t  they?” 
That  smile  again.  I could  not  help  but 
think  she  was  joking  with  me  about 
something. 

Ann  returned  with  her  Coke  and  a 
small  bottle  of  lemonade  for  me.  Handing 
me  my  change  I noticed  her  slim  hands  and 
lacquered  finger  nails  and,  as  well,  her 
slim  hips  and  waist  and  pert  breasts.  But 
most  of  all  I noticed  even  from  my  seated 
position  that  she  seemed  tall  for  her  age. 
As  she  reseated  herself  I glanced  at  her 
feet.  She  also  was  wearing  high  heels. 

By  the  time  we  got  to  Birmingham 
Eliza  knew  that  I worked  as  a free-lance 
script  writer,  lived  in  Sydney  near  the 
harbour,  was  divorced  with  two  young 
children  shared  by  my  ex-wife  and  I,  that 
I aspired  to  write  fiction,  that  I sailed 
a small  catamaran,  and  surfed  regularly  at 
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Bondi  Beach.  I turn  I knew  almost  nothing 
of  her.  It  occurred  to  me  I was  not  a very 
successful  budding  writer  if  I could  not 
do  better.  As  we  pulled  into  Birmingham 
station  I asked: 

’’You  live  here?” 

’’Not  quite.  In  the  country  a bit.  And 
in  London.” 

Two  residences. 

”Are  you  up  for  the  weekend?” 

”0h  no.”  she  replied.  ”We  actually 
spend  more  time  here.” 

That  was  it.  Or  so  it  seemed. 

She  stood  to  take  her  bag  down  from 
the  rack  as  the  train  stopped  and  I 
gallantly  jumped  to  my  feet  to  take  it  for 
her.  She  too,  was  tall.  In  her  high  heels 
she  was  of  equal  height  to  me  which  made 
her  about  five  eight  in  her  bare  feet, 
assuming  three  inch  heels.  I carried  her 
bag  off  the  train  and  they  stood  there 
together,  mother  and  daughter,  and  thanked 
me.  I was  struck  by  what  a handsome  pair 
they  were.  I had  been  right  about  Ann, 
too.  She  was  almost  as  tall  as  her  mother. 

Eliza  Matthews  was  about  to  turn  away 
to  leave  when  she  suddenly  paused. 

"If  you’re  interested  in  a good  story 
to  practice  with,  I may  be  able  to  give 
you  one . 
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’’Really?" 

"Come  to  afternoon  tea  tomorrow.  Take 
the  bus  in  town  to  Claphen  and  ask  anyone 
to  direct  to  Bell-Aire.  It's  only  a short 
walk  from  the  bus  stop.  About  2:30" 

She  turned  and  walked  away  before  I 
had  a chance  to  accept  or  reject  the 
invitation  but  I had  already  decided  to 
accept  provided  that  the  crew  had  left 
Sunday  free  for  me. 

I had  no  trouble  finding  the  right 
bus  and  in  the  quaint  and  tiny  village  of 
Claphen  (one  pub,  two  thatched-roof 
houses)  got  directions  to  Bell-Aire  from 
the  publican  who  almost  laughed  benignly, 
when  he  pointed  me  to  "Old  Eliza's". 

She  was  in  the  garden  cutting  roses, 
a basket  over  one  arm,  secateurs  in  the 
other  hand.  She  waved  as  I entered  the 
gate  and  walked  towards  me.  It  was  warm 
and  she  was  wearing  a pale  green 

sleeveless  dress,  just  below  knee  length, 
with  flat  white  shoes.  She  was,  as  she  had 
been  on  the  train,  immaculately  groomed, 
carefully  made  up,  not  a hair  out  of 
place . 

"Hello,"  she  greeted  in  her  husky 
voice,  "so  glad  you  could  come.  Come  and 
we’ll  sit  on  the  back  porch.  It's  a lovely 
day,  don't  you  think?" 

I walked  beside  her  taking  in  the 
surroundings.  The  house  was  large  without 
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being  imposing,  ivy  covered  and  very 
beautiful.  Set  in  what  appeared  to  be 
quite  large  ground,  with  well  manicured 
lawns  and  rose  bushes  everywhere.  Not 
exactly  a mansion,  but  indeed  a very 
lovely  country  home. 

We  approached  the  back  porch  from  the 
side  of  the  house,  an  expansive  stone 
apron  with  a white  iron  lace  fence.  A 
table  sat  in  the  middle  with  a glass  top 
and  four  iron  lace  chairs  surrounded  it. 

I sat  in  one  of  the  chairs  as  Eliza 
excused  herself  momentarily  and  I heard 
her  calling  to  someone  named  Sally  to 
bring  tea.  Then  she  sat  opposite  me. 

’’This  is  a lovely  house,”  I opened. 

’’Thank  you.  We  love  it  here.  It’s  so 
much  quieter  than  London.  Actually  we  only 
go  down  occasionally  for  social  reasons  - 
and  for  the  society  which  I’ll  tell  you 
about  in  due  course.” 

’’May  I ask,  who’s  ’we’?” 

She  laughed  a throaty  laugh.  ”0h, 
just  Ann  and  myself.  And  Sally,  our 
housemaid . ” 

’’Your  husband  stays  in  town  then?” 

”1  have  no  husband  - there’s  just  the 
two  of  us,”  she  smiled  and  once  again  I 
knew  she  was  joking  with  me  in  some  way. 
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A petite  young  woman  brought  a large 
tray  with  a silver  tea  pot,  sugar  bowl  and 
milk  jug  and  three  cups. 

’’Thank  you,  Sally.  Would  you  be  a 
dear  and  call  Ann  for  me?  Tell  her  our 
visitor  is  here.” 

”Yes,  ma’am.”  Sally  disappeared 
inside . 

’’You  said  you  had  a story  I might  be 
interested  in.” 

"Yes  I do... I do  indeed.  Tea?” 

I nodded  and  she  poured.  I helped 
myself  to  milk  and  sugar  just  as  Ann 
arrived.  She  was  looking  delightful  in  a 
pale  blue  blouse,  tapered  white  pants  with 
mid-heeled  shoes.  Her  clear  complexion 
glowed  pink  and  she  wore  a very  pale 
lipstick  but  with  dark  eyelashes  and  e e- 
shadow.  Her  blond  hair  was  tied  in  a loo 
pony  tail  with  a blue  ribbon. 

"Hello,"  she  said  and  smiled  her 
disconcerting  smile  and  sat  between  us  and 
poured  tea  for  herself. 

"Where  are  you  staying?”  Eliza 
Matthews  asked. 

"At  the  Beveridge.  Just  for  three 
days  - then  back  to  London.” 

"Do  you  know  anything  at  all  about 
transvestites?” 
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I had  a mouthful  of  tea  and  I must 
admit  I sputtered  a little.  It  was  a most 
unlikely  question,  right  out  of  the  blue. 

"Very  little,”  I admitted.  "Just  that 
it’s  men  who  dress  in  female  clothes, 
isn’t  it?" 


"Yes,  or  vice-versa.  There  are  women 
who  like  to  dress  as  men,  too.  In  a way 
you’re  surrounded  by  them." 

I laughed.  "Oh,  yes,  I see  what  you 
mean."  It  was  after  all,  the  sixties,  the 
year  of  unisex. 

"The  term  is  not  a popular  one  among 
transvestites  but  people  seem  to  insist  on 
labels,  don’t  they?" 

I was  puzzled.  "I  suppose  so." 

"Made  up  by  Dr.  Magnus  Hirschfeld 
early  in  this  century.  He  was  actually  the 
first  in  his  field  to  examine  the 
phenomena.  But  as  a behaviour  pattern 
people  have  been  sort  of  swapping  sexes 
since  forever.  The  Pharaohs,  the  Roman 
Emperors . ” 

"Yes,  I see,"  I said,  but  I didn’t. 
Where  were  we  going?  "But  what’s  that  to 
do  with  your  story?" 

"Well  it’s  all  of  it  actually,"  she 
said,  smiling  that  smile  again.  "You  see, 
I’m  a transvestite." 
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"You  mean  you  dress  as  a man 
sometimes?” 

r 

Eliza  Matthews  laughed  out  loud.  "No, 
no,  good  heavens  no.  I mean  that  I am  a 
man. " 


I was  floored,  stunned.  "You  mean, 
you  mean..."  I must  have  sounded 
positively  stupid. 

"I’m  a male,"  she  repeated, 
"underneath  all  this  frippery."  She 
flipped  at  the  hem  of  her  skirt.  "I’m 
male,  man,  masculine.  Whichever  you 
prefer. " 

"I  don’t  believe  it!" 

"Oh,  I can  prove  it,  of  course. 
But.  . .’’ 

I interrupted,  rather  rudely.  "No, 
no,  I’m  sorry.  I didn’t  really  mean  that  I 
don’t  believe  it,  it’s  just  a figure  of 
speech..."  I was  staring  at  her. 

The  firm  jawline,  a touch  of 
coarseness  about  the  skin,  but  she  was  no 
less  a woman  than  hundreds  I'd  seen  and 
great  more  than  many.  Even  her  height.  I’d 
met  any  number  of  woman  taller. 

"It’s  quite  alright.  I know  it  comes 
as  a surprise.  Obviously  I’m  glad  it  does. 
It’s  what  I want  to  look  like." 

I didn’t  feel  uncomfortable  with  her. 
I don’t  even  know  whether  I should  have 
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"Annie,  darling,  ask  Sally  if  we  can 
have  more  tea,  please,"  she  asked  and  then 
began  her  story. 

She  began  by  pointing  out  that  I 
could  hear  similar  stories  in  a couple  of 
hundred  English  homes  at  least,  so  she  was 
claiming  no  exclusivity. 

She  told  me  of  her  background,  a 
genuine  English  upper  crust  life,  with  a 
mollycoddling  mother  and  a weak  father,  of 
an  unexplained  interest  in  things  feminine 
from  an  early  age.  Of  dressing  up  games  in 
her  early  teens.  Then  of  the  guild  and 
attempts  to  five  it  all  up  and  marriage 
and  the  futility  and  the  hopelessness  and, 
even  the  thoughts  of  suicide.  Not,  she 
explained,  in  the  same  way  that  a 
transsexual  might  address  a similar 
problem.  So  she  explained  the  difference 
that  transsexuals  wanted  to  BE  women,  even 
to  have  the  necessary  ..operation  which 
would  make  it  (almost)  come  true.  That 
most  transvestites  were  not  even 
homosexual.  Just  otherwise  normal 
heterosexual  males  with  an  odd, 
overwhelmingly  strong,  desire  to  dress  as 
women  - sometimes  occasional,  sometimes 
often  as  she  did.  She  explained  that  all 
of  the  clinical  psychiatrists  in  the  world 
had  been  unable  to  come  up  with 
satisfactory  explanations  or  reasons  for 
the  phenomenon. 

She  told  me  the  story  of  her  own 
marriage.  How  after  eleven  years  her  (his? 
I am  compelled  to  refer  to  her  in  the 
feminine  gender)  wife  could  take  no  more 
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of  the  lies  and  deceit.  Initially,  she  had 
custody  of  their  then  eight-year-old  son, 
Andrew  but  when  Andrew  continually 
expressed  a desire  to  be  with  his  father 
she,  the  wife,  gave  him  up.  And  how,  soon 
after,  Andrew  had  come  to  his  father, 
saying  too  wanted  to  dress  as  a girl. 
Eliza  (Ellis  she  was  christened)  had 
fretted  that  it  was  because  of  his 
influence  that  Andrew  had  adopted  his 
father’s  need,  but  that  later  she  realised 
that  that  wasn’t  necessarily  so  and  that 
either  way,  there  was  nothing  to  be  done 
about  it. 

It  was  an  outline,  all  too  brief. 
There  were  a hundred  questions  I wanted  to 
ask  and  she  knew  it.  The  smile  I had  seen 
before,  the  smile  of  mischief  was  back.  As 
I leaned  forward  preparatory  to  asking  my 
first,  she  knew  she  had  me. 

’’Tell  me  then,  please...” 

’’Whoa,  there,  Mr.  Bell.  Do  I now 
gather  you  want  more?  The  gory  details  if 
you  like?” 

”I’m  not  sure  about  gory,  but 
details,  yes.  I have  no  story  yet.” 

’’Will  you  use  the  story  somewhere?” 

”1  certainly  will  if  I can  place  it 
and  I’ll  do  my  best  to  do  that.” 

’’But  not  in  The  News  of  the  World, 
please.  We’ve  been  there  often  enough.” 
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"You?” 

"No,  not  personally.  Nor  Ann.  But  our 
kin  if  you  like.  "Frocked  Priest  in  Love 
Nest  Scandal"  that  sort  of  thing." 

"No,  I won’t  write  that.  I’m  not  sure 
what  I’ll  write  yet.  I need  more.'" 

"Alright  then.  I have  the  time  if  you 
have.  Perhaps  something  stronger  to 
drink?" 

"Please.  Scotch  and  water  if  I may." 

"Ann,  be  a dear  and  tell  Sally." 

This  pretense,  the  massive  pretense. 
Eliza  Matthews  sounded  like  a mother.  Ann 
sounded,  and  certainly  looked,  like  a 
daughter . 

"Go  ahead,  Mr.  Bell." 

"How  do  you  earn  your  living?" 

"I  don’t  have  to  actually.  But  I do  a 
modest  amount  of  share  trading  which  I’m 
really  quite  good  at." 

"How  does  Ann  attend  school?" 

"Andrew  attends  school,  Mr.  Bell. 
She’s  only  Ann  when  she’s  at  home  with  me 
or  we  are  out  together." 

"But  that  hair  - ?" 
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"It's  not  real.  It’s  a very  expensive 
hand-made  wig.  So’s  mine.  I’d  hate  you  to 
see  it  but  I’m  totally  bald  underneath  my 
crowning  glory.” 

’’Does  Andrew  have  no  friends  - people 
who  know  what  he’s  doing  or  might  find 
out?” 

”Ah,  now  we’re  getting  down  to  it, 
aren’t  we?  Yes,  Andrew  has  a few  friends. 
A very  few.  He  is  in  fact,  a little 

effeminate  even  as  a boy  so  he  doesn’t 
attract  friends  easily.  He  has  none  who 
know  of  Ann.  At  least  not  at  school.  The 
two  lives  are  kept  separate.  He  does, 

however,  also  have  a few  friends  who  are 
members  of  the  Society.  Other  young  people 
with  the  same  desires.” 

” At  that  age?” 

”It  begins  for  almost  all  of  us  much 
younger  than  that,  Mr.  Bell.  Many  of  the 
local  townspeople  know  of  Ann,  of  course. 
But  he  doesn’t  go  to  school  in  town.  The 
people  never  mix  who  might  let  cat  out  of 
the  bag,  so  to  speak.  But  to  be  honest  it 
really  doesn’t  matter  if  they  do, 

specially  once  he  leaves  school  next  year. 

He  is  quite  prepared  for  the  world  to 
know,  as  I am.  You  see,  as  soon  as  you 
stop  covering  up,  no  one  really  cares 
anyway.  And  unless  someone  recognised  a 
picture  of  something,  who’s  going  to 
recognise  us?  We  are,  for  all  intents  and 
purposes,  what  we  appear  to  be.” 

”Yes,  indeed,  I’ll  vouch  for  that.” 
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Sally  arrived  with  drinks  and  poured. 
Ann  rejoined  us  and  I turned  my  attention 
to  her. 

’’Ann,  how  long  have  you  been  doing 
this?” 

’’Well,  like  this  for  about  four 
years.  Ever  since  I came  back  to  live 
with...”  she  hesitated,  ’’daddy.” 

”How  old  are  you?” 

’’Fourteen.  ” 

”So  when  did  it  begin?” 

”0h,  when  I was  very  young.  I knew  I 
liked  girl’s  things,  girl’s  games, 
everything  when  I was  about  five  or  so. 
Before  I knew  about...”  she  hesitated 
again,  ’’...daddy.  Do  you  mind  if  I refer 
to  her  as  my  mother?  She  is  my  mother  as 
far  as  I’m  concerned.” 

It  was  almost  impossible  for  me  to 
believe  that  this  creature  talking  with  me 
was  male.  Her  hands  danced  expressively, 
her  eyes  shone,  she  smiled,  she  was 
confident,  at  ease. 

”No,  of  course  I don’t  mind,”  I said. 

”1  never  knew  until  my 
...  other ..  .mother  told  me.  She  found  me 
dressing  in  her  things  and  she  got  really 
angry.  She  said  I was  exactly  like  my 
father  and  that  I’d  probably  be  better  off 
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with  him.  So  I came  here  to  live  and 
. . .Mummy  explained  what  she  had  meant  and 
soon  after  I saw  her  like  she  is  now  for 
the  first  time.  I’m  sure  she  knew  that  I 
wasn’t...  the  way  I was  because  of  her, 
that  she  couldn’t  be  blamed.  Anyway  she 
bought  me  some  girl’s  clothes  and  here  I 
am,  aren’t  I?” 

I turned  to  Eliza.  ”Do  the 

authorities  know? ” 

’’You  mean  the  police,  child  welfare, 
those  sorts  of  authorities?” 

”Yes . ” 

”No,  they  don’t.  And  they  won’t  for 
another  year  or  so,  until  she’s  sixteen. 
They  could  never  understand  and  they’d  be 
sure  to  take  her  away  from  me  and  make  an 
entire  mess  of  her  life.” 

”Is  her  life  not  a mess  now?” 

’’Certainly  not,”  Eliza  was  obviously 
offended.  ’’Does  she  look  a mess?  Does  she 
sound  a mess?  She  goes  to  school.  She  does 
very  well  there.  She  is  growing  up  in  love 
and  understanding.” 

”Yes,  I suppose  you’re  right.  And  I 
agree  I don’t  think  they’d  take  too  kindly 
to  it.”  Back  to  Ann.  ’’What  about  friends, 
Ann?  People  your  own  age.  Youngsters 
usually  need  such  people.” 

”1  have  friends.  There  are  two  boys 
at  school  who  I like.  Not  sort  of  tough. 
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macho  boys.  Boys  like  me  I suppose. 
They’re  nice.  And  there  are  four  or  five 
girls  about  my  age  in  the  Society.  I see 
them  at  least  once  a month.  Sometimes  more 
if  they  come  up  for  a weekend  away.” 

’’Eliza,  how  much  time  do  you 

spend... er,  like  that,  really?” 

’’All  the  time.  Except  for  those  very 
rare  occasions  when  I have  to  go  into  the 
Stock  Exchange  or  visit  my  solicitor  or 
doctor.  My  solicitors  know,  of  course,  but 
it  makes  them  feel  a little  uncomfortable 
trying  to  do  business  with  me  I suspect.” 

’’And  Ann?” 

”As  much  as  I can,”  the  youngster 
answered,  ’’every  day  for  some  time  at 
least . ” 

”It ’ s incredible . ” 

’’Why?” 

’’Because  it  is.  It’s  not  natural.” 

’’Balderdash.  It’s  as  natural  as 

taking  drugs  or  drinking  one’s  self  to 
death  or  bashing  one’s  wife  or  murder  or 
robbery,  for  God’s  sake.  It’s  entirely 
harmless.  Whom  are  we  hurting?” 

’’Yourselves , surely.  ” 

’’Why?  In  what  way?  We  have,  mostly  a 
perfect  natural  life.  We  do  things  people 
do.  In  town  we  go  to  movies,  we  go  to 
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restaurants,  we  go  shopping,  we  visit 
friends.  What’s  unnatural  about  it” 

I was  having  a great  deal  of  trouble 
not  accepting  her  point  and  yet  I didn’t 
really  want  to. 

’’Well,”  I said,  ”it’s  alright  for  you 
now  because  you’re  old  enough  to  make 
own  decisions,  to  look  after  yours 
What  happens  when  Ann... falls  in  love,  for 
example?  And  how  do  you  know  she’s 
heterosexual,  as  you  claim  you  are?” 

”1  don’t  claim.  I am.  But  I agree 
with  you  that  we  might  not  know  about  Ann. 
But  what  do  we  do  about  it?  I can’t  force 
her  not  to  want  to  undertake  a sex  change 
operation  later  on  in  life.  But  I hope  and 
trust  that  she  won’t  because  she’s  had 
care  and  understanding  and  knows  what  it’s 
all  about.  As  for  her  falling  in  love, 
perhaps  wanting  to  marry,  under  the 
circumstances  one  would  assume  it  will  be 
with  a woman.  We’ll  face  that  when  the 
time  comes.” 

It  was  all  too  logical. 

’’You  mentioned  that  one  of  your 
strongest  objections  was  on  the  grounds  of 
prejudice,  that  a woman  can  get  away  with 
dressing  as  a man  but  not  vice  versa. 
Explain  that?” 

”Do  I have  to?  You  see  examples  of 
that  everyday  of  your  life." 
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"But  those  women  are  not  trying  to 
pass  themselves  off  as  males." 

"How  do  you  know  that?  Oh,  yes,  of 
course.  I agree  that  not  every  woman  who 
wears  pants  or  jeans  or  anything  else  for 
that  matter  is  trying  to  pass  themselves 
off  as  men  but  how  do  we  KNOW  that?  No  one 
would  know  if  they  were.  I can  show  you  a 
sequence  of  feature  pages  in  a recent 
edition  of  Vogue  in  which  the  caption 
begins  "Take  over  his  wardrobe  - you’ll 
look  great  in  it" . Can  you  imagine  an  ad 
in  Playboy  which  told  you  take  over  HER 
wardrobe  - you’d  look  great  in  it?" 

I had  to  laugh.  "No,  I must  admit  I 
can’t  and  I see  what  you  mean." 

I sipped  on  my  drink  for  a few 
moments . 

"What  happens,  let’s  say,  if  you  are 
injured  in  an  accident  some  time.  Or  Ann 
is . " 

"We  go  to  the  hospital  I expect  and 
the  find  things  they  don’t  expect  to  find 
but  they  care  for  us,  nurse  us  back  to 
health  and  we  answer  the  questions  later. 
If  there  are  any  questions." 

"You  think  there  might  not  be?" 

"Depends  on  who’s  nosy.  No,  a lot  of 
people  don’t  care,  even  more  don’t  mind." 

"What  about  being  stopped  by  the 
police  who  look  at  your  driving  licence?" 
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"Oh,  that’s  no  problem  at  all.  'I’ve 
had  my  name  changed  by  deed  poll.  It’s 
officially  Eliza  Matthews.  The  police  read 
Eliza  Matthews  and  they  see  Eliza 
Matthews . ’’ 

’’There  must  be  potential 

complications . ” 

’’There  are.  But  they  are  rare.  You 
learn  to  handle  them  as  they  come.  It  was 
strange  for  the  divorce  courts  to  have 
Alison,  my  ex-wife,  and  I together,  both 
looking  like  women.  But  they  just  got 
along  with  their  business.  No  doubt  it  was 
easier  for  the  judge  to  understand 
Alison’s  dilemma  under  the  circumstances.” 

I sipped  again  and  sat  for  a few 
moments.  I looked  at  Eliza  and  then  I 
looked  at  Ann.  I shook  my  head  in 
wonderment . 

’’Something,  Mr.  Bell?” 

’’Just  that  you  are  both  so 
convincing.  What  happens  to  those  members 
of  your  society  who  don’t  ...transfer  so 
well?” 

’’They  enjoy  life  less.  They  don’t  go 
out  in  public  except  on  specially 
organised  occasions.  Some  of  them  are 
entirely  closeted.  Even  from  their  loved 
ones.  That’s  part  of  what  I’m  saying.  Some 
of  us  lead  dreadful,  haunted  lives,  Mr. 
Bell.  It  is  grossly  unfair.  But  I suspect 
it  will  be  that  way  for  a long  -time  to 
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come.  What  we  try  to  do  is  to  lessen 
public  opinion  against  TVs,  to  have  people 
understand  that  we  are  not  all  mad  rapists 
and  perverts.” 

"Oh,  but  a lot  of  you  are,"  I said 
suddenly,  jumping  on  a negative. 

"Rubbish.  You’ve  been  seeing  too  many 
movies.  Mr.  Bell  as  near  as'  can  be 
estimated  there  are  over  twenty  five 
thousand  TVs  - that’s  transvestites,  in 
England  alone  and  ninety  nine  per  cent  of 
them  never  raped,  molested,  murdered, 
thieved,  or  even  abused  anyone  in  their 
lives.  We  are  peacemakers,  Mr.  Bell,  not 
warmakers . " 

"What  can  I do?" 

"Just  write  what  you’ve  experienced. 
If  you  want  more  exposure  I can  arrange 
that.  If  you  want  clinical  evidence  I can 
arrange  that.  Just  write*  it.  The  more 
people  who  do,  the  less  we  will  be 
harassed. 

"It  will  have  to  wait  until  I get 
back  home . " 

"That’s  perfectly  alright.  I can  put 
you  in  touch  with  my  equivalent  in  Sydney 
if  you  want  to  follow  up." 

"There's  a society  in  Australia?" 

She  laughed.  "Does  it  offend  your 
macho  sense  of  national  pride?  Only 
eccentric  poms  could  do  it?  There  is  a 
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society  of  one  name  or  another  in  every 
civilised  country  on  earth  and  few  Which 
are  less  than  civilised  according  to  the 
civilised  eye,  that  is.” 

"I  think  I have  enough  for  starters. 
I’d  really  better  be  going./’ 

Eliza  Matthews  stood  up  and  Ann 
followed.  ’’Thank  you  for  coming.  I thought 
you  might  be  interested  and  I never  let  a 
chance  go  by.” 

I took  my  leave  at  the  front  gate.  I 
waved  over  my  shoulder  about  fifty  yards 
down  the  road  and  mother  and  daughter, 
arms  around  each  other,  waved  back.! 
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